On a raised platform stands the Taj, built of the purest of Jaipur marble, a lofty minaret towering heavenward at each corner.
The aerial, unrivalled grace of its domes, the perfect symmetry of the whole, impress themselves on the mind of the beholder and make him stand in marvel, while the marble has retained its pristine purity and shines in the splendor of newly-fallen snow when it dazzles under the rays of the sun.
Silently we enter the sanctuary. It is here "the architect ends and the jeweller commences." Fret-work 
